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Slowly opening his eyes, 
Lacerous felt a dull 
aching pain eminating from 
the top of his back, just 
below his neck. *where 

am I?* he though to 
himself, his vision slowly 
clearing as his eyes began 
to open. He was unable 

to move, his hands and 
ankles shackled together. 
*I need to figure out 
where I am* he thought. 
Straining to look through 
the darkness, he looked 

at his surroundings but it 
was no use, the ach still 
wreaked havoc on his 
thought process, and the 
dank stench that filled 
his nostrils didn't help 
either. After several 
minutes, the ach had 
started to die down, his 
thoughts becomming 
clearer. He was barely 
able to make out the 

brick walls around him, 
but his eyes were 

starting to get used to 
the darkness. Before too 
long, he was able to see 
the small cell he was in. 
Bars made from cast 

iron lined the only side 
that was not covered in 
brick. The moon shon 
through a small opening, 
which as well contained 


iron bars. 

*I can't believe they did 
this to me.* He thought 
to himself. *I give them 
years of service, and how 
do I get thanked?! They 
toss me in the dungeon 
for treason.* His 
thoughts <oated back to 
the not so distant past.... 


The three men arrived at 

a small plaster house, 
deep in the forest of 
Trinsic. Dismounting, one 
of the men turned to 
Lacerous, "So, this be the 
place then?” 


"Yes, this is it.” stated 
Lacerous as he pulled a 
parchment from within his 
armor. 


Unrolling it, he started 
to speak. "By the order 
of Lord Blackthorn, I 
here by place you under 
arrest for treason, 
causing the attempted 
assasination of Lord 
Blackthorn himself.” 
Lacerous announced at 
the top of his lungs. 

Turning to the men by 
his side, he stated, "When 
he comes out, he's 
wanted alive. Do whatever 
is needed short of killing 
him.” 

Just as he finished 
speaking, a snapping noise 
filled the air followed by 
the whiz sound of an 
arrow darting towards 
the men. It sunk deep 
into the neck of one of 
the men, causing him to 
fall to the ground. 


Realizing there was no 
chance of saving him, the 
other two dashed behind 
nearby trees. Another 
snap could be heard, again 
with the same sound of 
the arrow cutting through 
the air followed by a 
thud noise eminating from 
the other side of the 
tree that hid Lacerous' 
head. 

Several more sounds of 
arrows being released 
emmenated from the 
house, then an eerie 
Silence filled the forest. 
Lacerous turned his head 
to see the ill fate of his 
other companion. The tree 
he decided to utilize 
wasn't thick enough to 
fend off the force of 
the arrows. Two stuck 
through the tree, impailing 
the man in the chest. 
Lacerous could tell by the 
empty look in the mans 
eyes that he had lost his 
other companion. 

He turned his attention 
to the house, scanning it 
for the source of the 
arrows. It didn't take 
long until he saw an 
arrow head purtruding 
from behind a slightly 
open storm shutter on 
the first oor. Not 
thinking twice, Lacerous 
set his axe down, pulled 
his dagger and threw it 
full force at the shutter 
in hopes it would slam it 
shut, giving him a chance 
to rush the house. The 
dagger whized through the 
air, striking the shutter 
with such force it buried 


the blade totally within 
the wood. Lacerous quickly 
crashed the front door 

of the house, throwing 

his full weight into the 
door splintering it. He 
quickly turned, trying to 
catch his target off 

gard. To his amazement 

his opponent was not 
moving at all. He seemed 
to be leaning up against 
the closed shutter. Upon 
closer examination, 
Lacerous realized that 

the dagger had penetrated 
the shutter and went 
cleanly into the mans 
skull, killing him instantly. 

Realizing what had 
happend, he remembered 
the orders from Lord 
Blackthorn to return with 
the man alive. He knew 
he had failed in that 
task, and would have to 
answer for it. 

Refocusing on the 
present, Lacerous realized 
what was going on now. 
Upon his return, Lord 
Blackthorn had ordered 
him to the dungeon to 
spend the rest of his 
days as punishment for 
his failure. 

Why though still baf¢ed 
him. Lord Blackthorn had 
to have known Lacerous 
spent most of his time 
in the dungeon coersing 
information from 
prisoners. He had to know 
that if anyone knew a 
way to get out, it had 
to be him. Was this all a 
plan of Lord Blackthorn's 
or was it truly a bobble 
in his favor? 


A large man walked up to 
Lacerous' cell carrying a 
bucket and a pewter bowl. 
"Meal time.” the man said 
as he opened the iron 
door. "You won't be 
needing these down here.” 
he said as he removed 

the shackles from 
Lacerous' limbs. 

Lacerous grabbed the 
shackles, swinging them at 
the man catching him in 
the temple. A loud crash 
echoed down the corridor 
as the man fell to the 
ground. Making a dash for 
the door, Laceorus 
thought to himself, 
*Where are the guards 
that are usually on 
duty?* but didn't falter 
and continued out of the 
dungeon into the 
courtyard. 

Sneaking through the 
shadows cast by the full 
moon, he managed to 
elude the few quards 
that were patroling the 
grounds. Moving quickly 
but silently, he managed 
to make it out of the 
courtyard and into the 
nearby town of Brittania 
where he dissapeared into 
the crowded streets full 
of commoners. 

Lacerous soon found 
himself standing in 
eastern Brittania, near 
the bank. *I can't use 
my bankbox, if there was 
anything left, surely 
Blackthorn has people 
watching it.* He thought. 
He then noticed a new 
banner ying near the old 


Councelors Guild hall. He 
thought this was strange, 
as the building had been 
abandoned for years. 

He slowly made his way 
over to it, peeking in the 
windows. There was a sole 
person inside that he 
saw, a female. 

Arriving at the front, 
he noticed a parchment 
fastened to the front 
door that read, "Seeking 
Adventurus Warriors 
Willing To Fight For 
What Is Right And Just. 
Report Within.” 


*Right and just, that 
sounds like it's perfect. 
Blacktorn will never find 
me here. * 


Opening the door, 

Lacerous entered the 

newly decorated office 
space. The female turned 
and faced him, her eyes 
opening with amazement. 
"Could it be? Is it really 
you?" she asked. 

"Do I know you?” 

Lacerous replied. 
"Doubtful, but.... are you 
Lacerous? High Guard to 
Lord Blacktorn?” she 
asked. 

Thinking for a moment, he 
decided that no matter 
where he went, Blackthorn 
was bound to find him. "I 
was at one time, yes.” he 
replied. 

"At one time? What do 
you mean?” she enquired. 
Laceorus told the woman 
his story, her reactions 
spoke novels about her 
character to him. He 


could tell she would be a 
trustworthy person, and 
possibly a good alie. 
After ending his tail, he 
asked if there was any 
way he could help her in 
her tasks. 

"Well, I have been asked 
by Lord British to form 

a new guard to protect 
the people of Brittania. I 
have many recruits, but 
none that have the skill 
needed to hold any 
position of importance. I 
could use a Seargent to 
assist me in the training 
of the recruits, and the 
organization of the 
troops." she said. 

"I would be honored if 
you would let me fill this 
post, M'Lady.” Lacerous 
said as he bowed. 


